THE   MONASTERY    OF    SECLUDED    LIGHT

Broken Bridge; then I got out and walked. Three or
four miles down, the winding valley narrowed. I
could not understand how I had missed the Cave of
Morning Mist and Sunset Glow. I was making for
Li An Szu, the Monastery of the Rule of Peace, and
so far as my feeble sketch-map showed, I should be
reaching it soon. I turned in through a red-washed
gate with a roof of gold brown tiles; and persuaded
myself that this was my destination. Soon I knew
that it was not. But soon I did not mind. Enfolded
in the hill, the monastery with its red walls, the white
marble courtyards, the still bamboos, the tinkling
murmur of a bell, the faint echo of a step or voice,
the sky reflected in the fish-pool, and the blazing sun
were all I needed.

A smiling monk offered me tea. To refuse, in such
a place, would have been outrage; to accept, for all
that I could tell by looking, was certain death. At
least some pain. He stood over me, as I sat on the
terrace, the little bowl of dry green leaves in his left
hand, an enormous kettle in his right; a modest,
pleasant smile on his face. I nodded, and said thank
you. In any case, I thought, the water was very
hot, if not quite boiling! After the sixth cup I de-
clined another weakly, but I accepted the tenth. The
fragrance bewitched, lulled, renewed.

The monk took me to a little stone-paved court
one terrace higher in the monastery, where under a